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in my rambling hours, now returned and illumined my
pages with their brightness and their beauty. My mind
teemed with similes. Thought and passion came veiled in
metaphoric garb. I was delighted ; I was bewildered. The
clustering of their beauty seemed an evidence of poetic
power ; the management of these bright guests was an art
of which I was ignorant. I received them all; and found
myself often writing only that they might be accommo-
dated.

I gave up to this work many long and unbroken hours ;
for I was determined that it should not suffer from a hurried
pen. I often stopped to meditate. It was in writing this
book that I first learnt my art. It was a series of experi-
ments. They were at length finished, and my volumes
consigned to their fate, and northern publisher.

The critics treated me with more courtesy. What seemed
to me odd enough then, although no puzzle now, was, that
they admired what had been written in haste and without
premeditation, and generally disapproved of what had cost
me much forethought, and been executed with great care.
It was universally declared a most unequal work, and they
were right, although they could not detect the causes of
the inequality. My perpetual efforts at being imaginative
were highly reprobated. Now my efforts had been entirely
the other way. In short, I puzzled them, and no one offered
a prediction as to my future career. My book, as a whole,
was rather unintelligible, but parts were favourites. It was
pronounced a remarkable compound of originality and dul-
ness. These critiques, whatever might be their tenor,
mattered little to me. A long interval elapsed before they
reached Florence, and during that period I had effectually
emancipated myself from the thraldom of criticism.

I have observed that, after writing a book, my mind
always makes a great spring. I believe that the act of
composition produces the same invigorating effect upon the